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PROGRAMME 


Na Hory Vysoki (Unto the Mountains) Yakiv Stepovyi (1883-1921) 


Brooke Zarubin, soprano 


Cupent (Lilacs) Sergei Rachmaninoff (1873-1943) 


Dasha Tereschenko, soprano 


Salve Regina Hermannus Contractus (1013-1054) 


Matthew Black, tenor 


Ruins of Nineveh (Kharabed Nineveh) Belis Daniel (unknown) 


Janelle Yausif, soprano 


Ode to the Yellow River Xian Xianghai (1905-1945) 


Eric Yang, baritone 


Spi W Blaskach Nocy (The Sea Rests in the Moonlight) Mieczyslaw Karlowicz (1876-1909) 


Ian Gillis, baritone 


We wish to acknowledge this land on which the University of Toronto operates. For thousands of years it has been the traditional land of the 
Huron-Wendat, the Seneca, and the Mississaugas of the Credit. Today, this meeting place is still the home to many Indigenous people from across Turtle 
Island and we are grateful to have the opportunity to work on this land. 


Bujdoso Enek Béla Bartok (1881-1945) 


Claire Latosinsky, soprano 


Lambodara Lakumikara Purandara Dasaru (1484-1564) 


Mona Subramani, soprano 


Gakavi Yerk Komitas Vardapet (1869-1935) 


Taline Yeremian, mezzo-soprano 


Me Voglio fa ‘na Casa Gaetano Donizetti (1797-1848) 


Julia Renda, soprano 


428 Hatsukoi (First Love) t= ZH (Tatsunosuke Koshitani) (1909-1982) 


Chihiro Yasufuku, soprano 


Texts & Translations 


Na Hory Vysoki To mountains tall, to the silver of snows! 
Oleksander Oles To the most distant peak! 
From which, earlier than winged eagles, 
Greeting, the morning I will meet... 
Beyond the clouds! Where the sun shining lives, 
Not tiring, [its] radiance to pour... 
Where light collect would I into heart my 
And myself already could shine. 


Cupent (Lilacs) In the morning, at daybreak, over the dewy grass, | 

Eketerina Beketova will go to breathe the crisp dawn; and in the 
fragrant shade, where the lilac crowds, I will go to 
seek my happiness... In life, only one happiness it 
was fated for me to discover, and that happiness 
lives in the lilacs; in the green boughs, in the 
fragrant bunches, my poor happiness blossoms... 


Salve Regina Hail, holy Queen, Mother of Mercy; hail, our life, 

traditional hymn our sweetness, and our hope. To thee do we cry, 
poor banished children of Eve. To thee do we send 
up our sighs, mourning and weeping in this vale of 
tears. Turn then, most gracious Advocate, thine 
eyes of mercy toward us. And after this our exile 
show us the blessed fruit of thy womb, Jesus. O 
clement, O loving, O sweet Virgin Mary. 


Ruins of Nineveh (Kharabed Nineveh) If you unearth the ruins of Nineveh, You will find 

Yousip Jacob sculptures, standing tall in their place, The state 
they’re in was that of our ancestors, Now you will 
understand what has happened to our nation. You 
will hear a voice asking: “Where is my Homeland? 
She has suffered so that my name is not vanished.” 
I’ll then cry out and let the world hear: “I demand 
my Homeland, the land that is of my blood.” Stones 
revealing themselves from under the ruined walls, 
Endlessly will make you wipe your tearful eyes. 
The kingdom of the Assyrians is no more, They 
have no Home, not even an empty cavern. Her 
rights denied, all hope exhausted, Lions no longer 
roar in the Great Nineveh. Let us return to 
Bet-Nahrain and erect our Home, Where the bones 
of our ancestors rest. The Noble Nation is 
persecuted, spread out around the world, Enough 
- she has implored at every door. Let us return to 
Bet-Nahrain and erect our Home, Where the bones 


Ode to the Yellow River 
from The Yellow River Cantata 


Spi W Blaskach Nocy 
poem by Heinrik Heine 
Polish translation by Maria Konopnicka 


Bujdoso Enek 
trad. Hungarian folksong 


Lambodara Lakumikara 
Purandara Dasaru 


of our ancestors rest. 


Rta, SRA, FARM 

I stand on the peak of the mountain, looking 
towards the Yellow River, as it flows to the 
southeast 

oA, TREC A SCALIA 

The waves surge, turbulent 

OR IOSS , ARPT LER LESF 5 

The rushing water resolve into nine tunes (that 
represent the nine main rivers of China) 
MBCW FHA SZ, 

From the peaks of the Kunlun Mountains, the river 
rushes into the Yellow Sea, 

FOP RASS ACPA 

Splitting the great Chinese plains into two halves. 
Ppa]! sea 7A] ! 

Oh! The Yellow River! 

(Re PER RAIEE ! 

You are the birthplace of the Chinese people, 
ATENAEMME, 

Five thousand years of ancient culture 

MARX) LAGE; 

Was cultivated from this place 

ZV AAS 

The tales of heroes’ past, 

TERA SD! 

Take place by your shores ! 


The sea rests in the moonlight, The waves murmur 
softly, My heart is anxious and heavy, In thanks to 
the old ways, The old sage that sings to us of the 
lost cities, Where bells and prayers ring out from 
the bottom of the sea, Loud noises and prayers, 
you know, will not benefit the cities, For what is 
once buried cannot come again. 


Forests, valleys, tight groves, / For a long time | 
was hiding among you; / I was a fugitive with the 
wild game, / I wept with the little birds. / The rain 
is falling from the skies, / Roses bloom in the 
valleys. / I just continue all alone, / How can I live 
without you? 


Leader of Ganas who is red coloured and an ocean 
of mercy with an elephant face, Who has a broad 
paunch, has a look of wealth, is the son of 
Parvathi and is saluted by devas.He is served by 
Sidhas and Charanas with music, And is the divine 
remover of obstacles and salutations and 
salutations to him.He is worshipped by all learned 


people, And is the greatest one, salutations and 
salutations to him 


Gakavi Yerk (Song of the Partridge) The sun rose out of the dark clouds, the partridge 

Komitas Vardapet flew out of the green mountains, from the green 
mountains, she brought greetings from the 
flowers. 


Sweet, sweet partridge. You weave your nest with 
flowers--Lilies, daffodils and daisies: fresh and 
glistening with dew drops, you sing yourself 
awake with a song. 


Me Voglio fa ‘na Casa I want to build a house surrounded by the sea 
traditional canzone Napoletana made of the feathers of a peacock. 

Of gold and silver I will make the stairs 

and of precious stones, the balconies. 

When my Nennalla leans out 

everyone will say, here comes the sun. 


4) ®Hatsukoi (First Love) MOLL ODAC 
4) | |AR (Takuboku Ishikawa) — 1886~1912 On the ud of a sandy mountain 
BIClE SILLY 
Crawling on its sand 
AED WEA 
The pain of first love 
HC SHWUUFSHA 
It is today that I remember the distant memory 
INO) WEA 
The pain of first love 
ie < Te < 
Far, far away 
HHUWSSHA 
It is today that I remember the distant memory 
PLU OR IT 

On the sand of a sandy mountain 
BICIE BIEL 
Crawling on its sand 
AID WEA 
The pain of first love 
RC SDUUFSA 


It is today that I remember the distant memory 


These texts and translations that have been reproduced in this document may be protected by copyright and they 
are provided to you in accordance with the University of Toronto's Fair Dealing Guidelines (http: //uoft.me/copyfair) 
and/or exceptions granted to educational institutions in the Copyright Act (Canada). The University of Toronto 
takes its copyright obligations seriously; if you have any questions or concerns about the material available in this 


document, please contact: performance.music@utoronto.ca. 


